

ftA plea/ant (fcmedy, of 

The henloft.AU this is nougbr, 

H atke you miftrefle Anne. 

Sbal. Hee will make you ioynter of three hundred 
pound a yeare,he (hall make you a Gentlewoman. 

S lend. I by God that 1 will, come cut and longtaile, 
as goud as any is in Glojler/hire, vnder the degree of a 
Squire. 

Anne. O God, how many grofle faults arc hid 
And couered in three hundred pound a yeatc ? 

Well M Slender, within a day or two ile tell you more 

Slen. 1 thankeyou good miftris ^ww’jVncklc I (hal 
haue her. 

£>uic. MSballow,M i .Page would pray you to come 
in.and you MS lender ^nd you miftris Anne. 

SlendSNcW Nurfe.ifyou’l Ipcake for me, 
lie giue you more then lie talke of. 

Exit all but Quickly. 

Indeed I will, Ile fpcake what I can for you. 
But fpecially for Matter Fenton , 

But fpecially of all for my Mafter. 

And indeed I will do what I can for them all three. 

Exit. 

Enter Miftris Foordand her two men. 

Mi/: For. Do you heare ? when your Mafter comes 
take vp this basket as you did before, and if your Ma- 
fter bid you fet it downe.obey him. 

Ser.l will forfooth. 

Enter Sir lobn. 

Mif.foordSix lobn, welcome. 

Fall What, are you fu re of your husband now? 

Miffoord . He is gone a birding fit lobn, & I hope 

will 


the merry Wiues of Wind for? 

will not come yet. 

Enter Miftreffe Page. 

Gods body here is Miftris Page , 

Step behinde the Arras good fir lobn. 

He fteps bebinde the Arg r s. 

Mif Pa. Miftris Foord, why woman, your husband 
is in his old vainc againCjhee’s comming to fearch for 
yourfwcete-heart,but I am glad he is not here. 

Mif: For. G God miftris Page, the Knight is here, 
What (hall Ido? 

Mif: P/t.Why then y’are vndonc woman, 
Vnleflc you make fome meanes to fhift him away. 

Mif For. Alaffe I know no meanes, 

Vnleflc we put him in the basket againc. 

Fal; No Ile come no more in the basket, 
lie crecpc vp into the chimney. 

MifFo/.Thctc they vfe to difeharge their fowling 
peeces. 

Fal: Why then Ile go out of doores. 

Mif.Pa.Thcn you arc vndone, y’are but a dead man 

Fal: For Gods fake deuile any extremity, 

Rather then a mifehiefe. 

Mif Pa. Alafle I know not what meanes to make. 
If there were any womans apparell would fit him. 

He might put on a gowne and a muffler. 

And fo efcapc. 

Mif For.. That’s well remembred, my maids Ant 
Gillian of Brainford, hath a gowne aboue. 

Mif Pa. And^lhe is altogether as fat as he. 

Mif For. I that will feruc him of my word. 

Mtfpage. Come goe with me fir lobn . 
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